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FRED'S FRIGHT 


Fred woke up with a start, cold 
sweat pouring off him. Was that a dream 
he had just had—or was it real? He thought 
he had been standing in the judgment hall 
of God, and his name had been read. Then 
a voice had said, “Take Fred’s name out 
of the book of life. He has committed the 
unpardonable sin.” 

Gradually he realized that he was in his 
own bedroom, and not in the judgment 
hall at all. But the frightening question per- 
sisted, ““Have I committed the unpardonable 
sin?” 

“Dear Jesus,” he prayed, “I do love You. 
Please forgive my sins and help me live 
the way I should.” 

Had Fred committed the unpardonable 
sin? I’m going to tell you how a person 
commits this sin, and then you can answer 
the question for yourself. 

John lives in a good family. Jesus sends 
the angels, and they impress John’s father 
and mother to talk to him about heaven. 
They tell John the things it is right for 


























him to do. Other things, they tell him, 
are wrong. 

But John just laughs at his parents, and 
goes on doing the things he wants to do. 

The angels try to help him live the way 
he should by talking to him through the 
Bible. John has one, right by his bed. But 
he almost never reads it. 

They try to talk to him through the 
schoolteacher at morning worship. But 
John daydreams most of the time,- an 
doesn’t hear a word the teacher says. rhe 
try to talk to him at Sabbath school and 
church. But quite often John doesn’t bother 
to go into church. He stands around out- 
side talking with the other boys about base- 
ball and the new cars. And when he does 
go in, he whispers and laughs right through 
the Sabbath school lesson and clear through 
the sermon. 

The angels try many other ways to help 
John to be like Jesus. When he is being 
tempted, sometimes he hears a voice inside 
him urging him not to yield. But he tells 
his conscience to keep quiet. Soon it doesn’t 
warn him any more. During the Week of 
Prayer the pastor appeals to John to put 
away sin and accept Christ. Others accept, 
and get ready for heaven. But John sits 
back, fidgeting, hoping the pastor will get 
through quickly and leave. 

The years pass. The angels keep on try- 
ing, but at last they have tried every way 
they know to make John give up his sins, 
and still he goes on sinning. They return 
to Jesus and report. 

“There is nothing more we can do,” 
says Jesus. A look of deep sadness comes 
over His face. Angels nearby, seeing it, 
stop playing on their harps. A hushed and 
sorrowful silence fills heaven. “I would 
so gladly have pardoned his sins,” says 
Jesus, “if only he had let me. But he refused 
to be sorry for them. Take his name out 
of the book.” 

John had committed the unpardonable 
sin. Had Fred? No. Fred was still willing 
to let Jesus help him get the victory “@ 


evil. 
How about you? 


Your friend, 


Son Wrasel 















The Angel and My Music Exam 


By MRS. N. R. FOUTS, 


eet. talk about it again today,” I said 
to myself as I turned the corner onto 
Temple Road and passed the little carts 
piled high with oranges, apples, nuts, dates, 
and raisins. 

“She always says the same thing, ‘Florene, 
you must take the Trinity College theory 
examination.’ And I always answer, ‘I will, 
Mrs. Mascarhanes, if it isn’t given on Sab- 
bath.’ ” 

Perhaps I ought to explain before I tell 
you about the angel and the rocks, and the 
other things, that I live over in Pakistan, 


as told by her daughter y 


which used to be part of India. I’ve been 
learning how to play the piano for several 
years, and not long ago my teacher made 
me take an examination. Now, don’t get 
me wrong. That exam was no simple thing 
printed halfway through the beginner’s book. 
Nothing so easy. It was a test made out 
away over in London, England, and it was 
taken by boys and girls all over the British 
Empire, on the same day. 

I had passed it, and now my teacher 
wanted me to take another one. This time 


To page 19 


As | turned to look at the boys who had thrown the rocks at me, | saw a being in glowing white. 
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ADVENTURES 


\/ By NORMA R. 


IN BINTULU 


YOUNGBERG 





CHAPTER 4: THREE 


SHIRTS AT ONCE 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Five missionary children were living in Bintulu, 
Borneo, and their names were Ruth (age 12), Robert 
(age 10), Rhoda (9), Madge (6), and baby Jimmy 
(going on three). They were having a wonderful time 
enjoying the new adventures that came to them while 
they waited for their father to find a place to build 
a mission station. Last week they discovered a large 
model boat on their front veranda, but there was no 
explanation saying where it came from. 


NEXT morning the family were hardly 
through breakfast when an old Malay 
was seen entering the gate between the two 
coconut palms. 

“That's the one!” Ruth whispered to 
Mother. “That’s the one that came here be- 
fore and tried to talk to us.” 

“Tabe, Tuan,” the Malay saluted with his 
hand like a soldier. “I have come for the 
bitter medicine. I have fever.” 

Daddy took hold of his hand, looked into 
his eyes, and felt his pulse. “You don’t 
have fever now. Is it for yourself or for some- 
one else you want the bitter medicine?” 

“The fever is in our house,” the man 
lamented. “Sometimes my wife gets it. Some- 
times I get it.” 

“But who has it now?” Daddy questioned. 
“Is your wife sick with fever over at your 
house?” 

The man searched Daddy's face for a-long 
minute. “She is sick,” he said. 

“Come, Robert, we will go with the man 
to see his sick wife and take her medicine.” 


Daddy motioned for Mother to get his satchel 
of medicine. He always carried it when he 
went to visit the sick. 

“Surely the Tuan has an old shirt he might 
give me.” The old Malay spoke to Mother 
in a wheedling voice. 

Mother went and got two shirts that were 
frayed at the cuffs. One had quite a long 
tail and the other was shorter. 

The old man was delighted. He cooed and 
smiled over the shirts like a baby with a 
new toy. He put on the longest one, and 
the tail hung down below his knees. Then 
he put the shorter one over it. The long- 
tailed one was blue and the short-tailed one 
was yellow. The two colors made a pleas- 
ing contrast. Then Daddy brought out a 
very small white shirt that had shrunk in 
the washing. It was too small for Daddy and 
too large for Robert. He handed this to the 
old man. He quickly put on this third and 
last covering. He was tremendously pleased 
with himself. He strutted up and down the 
veranda, trying to look behind him to see 
if the three shirttails were swinging in a 
graceful manner. 
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Mother and the children couldn't coe " 


from laughing. The old Malay laughed too. 
He was a comical sight. But he was well 
pleased, and trotted off with Daddy and 
Robert toward the fishing village. As he 
went down the street everyone noticed his 
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splendid new shirts with the three tails so 
strikingly displayed. 

“We will have many visitors after this,” 
Daddy remarked as they walked along. “I’m 
afraid it was a bad mistake to give him 
three shirts at once.” 

The old man was going ahead of them, 
bowing to everyone and flourishing his 
shirttails around until both Daddy and Rob- 
ert had to laugh. 


@. ::: Daddy,” Robert reasoned, “none of 


e shirts are any good.” 

“That is true, but he doesn’t need any 
shirts at all) He has never worn shirts in 
all his life. What good is it doing him now 
except to excite the envy of his neighbors?” 

As they walked through the village they 
went in the direction of the fishing village, 
away from the Chinese shops. None of the 
family had been in the big Malay fishing 
village before. The little huts stood up on 
their long poles, like fussy little animals 
with long legs. Little ladders led up into 
dark rooms above, where the sunlight strug- 
gled through the cracks in the floors and 
walls. 


It looked as if most of the people lived 
under their houses during the daytime hours. 
The men were making fish nets or mending 
their fishing gear. Some of them were mak- 
ing dugout canoes. Some were caulking their 
boats. Some were just sitting in the warm 
shade chewing great wads of betel nut, let- 
ting the blood-colored juice dribble down 
over their chins onto their brown and naked 
chests. 

The women were pounding rice in wooden 
mortars and winnowing it to get the chaff 
out. Some were grating sago stumps and 
letting the gratings fall into an empty canoe, 
where the gratings could be washed out and 
the starchy substance would remain. 

There was not a pig or a dog in the 
whole place, for this was a Mohammedan 
fishing village. Almost every family in the 
large town made their living by fishing. 

It seemed to Daddy and Robert that the 
old man was taking them by a long way 
to get to his house, for they traveled up and 
down several streets before they finally came 
to the house where he told them to climb 
the ladder and go in. To page 17 


He put on the three shirts, then walked up and down, looking back to see if the tails swung gracefully. 
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THE GIRL EVERYONE SNUBBED @ 


/By MARYANE G. MYERS 


ILL DILMAN often wished she owned a 

wardrobe of lovely dresses. At the very 
least she wanted three pretty ones. In a 
couple of years she would be old enough to 
design and make her own. Then she would 
dress like Holly Grande and some of the 
other wealthier girls at school. But right 
now—this morning—the very sight of her 
old white blouse and faded skirt filled her 
with rebellion. 

“I'm tired of shabby clothes! I’m not going 
to school today!” she exclaimed vehemently 
to the bedroom walls. “I’ve been laughed at, 
snubbed, humiliated long enough. I can’t 
bear it any more!” 

Mother, ready to go to work, paused in 
the doorway. “Jill, what are you fussing 
about? If you don’t hurry you'll be late for 
school. Tom and Joe have finished break- 
fast already.” 

Jill didn’t care what her brothers were do- 
ing just then. She felt like telling her mother 
all about it. But what was the use? Her 
mother worked from early morning till late 
at night with an office job and the work at 
home. No use at all. Money would go only 
so far. She looked up at her mother and de- 
jectedly shook her head. 

Mrs. Dilman crossed the room and patted 
Jill’s shoulder. “Clothes trouble again?” she 
inquired. 

Jill sighed heavily. 

Mother sighed, too. “Try to be patient, 
dear. I'll get something new for you as 
soon as I can. In the meantime, try to look 
at life through thankful glasses. The Lord 
has given us so many blessings.” She bent 
and kissed Jill’s cheek. “Count your bless- 
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ings on the way to school today. It will 
make your day brighter.” 

Jill sat still for a while after Mother had 
gone. “Oh, what's the use!” she cried, and 
hopped off the foot of the bed and put on 
the old blouse and skirt. 

“Jill!” Joe’s shrill voice bounced into the 
room. “Are you ready? It’s bus time.” 

“Go ahead!” she called back. “I'll be there.” 

She slapped a brush across her hair and 
dashed out the door. There wasn’t time 
for breakfast now, but she didn’t feel like 
eating, anyway. 

She couldn't find very many blessings .to 
count that morning as she sat on the bus. 
In spite of herself she could think of only 
two or three. A house, a bus for transporta- 
tion, she thought. School—no, not school! 
That was a place of torture these days. Let’s 
see, the third blessing—eyes to see with. 
She gave up trying to be cheerful and settled 
down into a frowning gloom that accom- 
panied -her all the way to the classroom. 

Just before recess Miss Princely, half 
guessing the situation, reminded the class 
that to have friends one must be friendly. 
She smiled fondly at Jill, as if she intended 
the message for her. 

“T'll try again,” Jill thought, and gather 
a remnant of courage. She approached Hol 
Berta, and Sheila. “Hi! How’s everybody 
this morning?” she asked pleasantly. 

Holly returned her greeting in a friendly 
manner, but the other two girls looked at 
her as if she were a creature from a strange 
land. The coldness of their eyes traveled 
over her clothes and seemed to drape her 
with icicles. 











“Let me tell you something funny I heard 
on the radio last night.” She made a final 
attempt at conversation. 

“You're interrupting,” Sheila said haugh- 
tily, taking Holly by the arm and leading 
the three girls away. “Those clothes! Why 
doesn't someone tell her they aren’t fit to 
wear!” Sheila’s words drifted back to Jill’s 
unhappy ears. 

She looked about to see if anyone had 
itnessed the scene. Yes, Margaret and Sue 
nd a few others had been watching. Now 
they turned away, ashamed to meet her eyes. 
She felt ashamed too. So much so, in fact, 
that she went to her desk for her books. 

“Where are you going?” Miss Princely 
asked, stepping quickly to her side. 

Jill looked up. “Home. And I don’t care 
if I never come back.” 

If Miss Princely was surprised, she didn’t 
show it. She quietly sat down beside the 
girl. “Would you like to tell me about it, 
jill?” 

Jill shook her head. “There’s nothing to 
tell. I'm going home.” 

Miss Princely’s right arm encircled her. 
“I was looking out the window a few min- 
utes ago. I already know most of the story.” 





Tears came to Jill's 
eyes. “They're mean— 
really mean! Holly isn’t, 
but she can’t see how 
much I'd like to be 
friends with her.” She 
put her head down to 
hide her wet cheeks. 

Miss Princely went to the schoolroom 
door and locked it. “Jill, try not to be un- 
happy over the behavior of others. Jesus 
endured much more than being snubbed.” 

“It’s my clothes they laugh at.” Jill wiped 
her eyes on a handkerchief. 

“You always look nice to me,” the teacher 
said. “In fact, you are neater in appearance 
than many of the others.” 

“It isn’t cleanliness and neatness that seem 
to count. It’s pretty clothes, and I don’t have 
them.” More tears streamed down to the 
top of the desk. 

“Jill, do you remember the Bible verses 
that tell us that where two or three are gath- 
ered in Jesus’ name, He will be there, and 
whatsoever we ask in His name, believing, 
will be granted to us? Let us talk to Him in 
prayer. He may not give you a new dress 
right away, but He will bring happiness into 





“Hi! How’s everybody this morning?” Jill greeted the girls cheerfully. They stared 


at her, then turned, tittering, “just look at those dreadful clothes she wears!” 





your life. And that is the most important 
thing.” 
Jill nodded in agreement. “If you think 
it would help, I'd like to pray with you.” 
After they had both asked the Lord to 
make Jill's life happier, the girl felt better. 
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SINGING IN THE RAIN 


VBy AMY HARRIS 


1 don't see why it has to rain, 
It's spoiling all my fun again. 
I've got a cold, | can't go out; 
I think I'll just sit here and pout. 


Look! there's a robin in that tree, 

I see him there plain as can be; 

He's singing too, with all his might, 
As though the sun were shining bright. 


Why do you sing so gay and clear 
In all the rain? It's very queer! 

He stopped; and then he cocked his head, 
And this is what | thought he said: 


"The rain will make the grass grow green, 
And fill the brook with water clean; 
‘Twill wash the ugly dust away, 

And make the flowers bright and gay. 


“| have a nest with babies four; 
Now what could any bird want more? 
So let it rain or shine, ‘tis spring. 
I'm happy, child! that's why | sing." 


SOS SSS SSS BS SSBF SPVSSTSVASVAAVAAAAS 


There were a few words in Miss Princely’s 
prayer that kept singing in her heart, “Be 
not overcome of evil, but overcome evil with 
good.” That was found in Romans 12:21, 
the teacher told her. Why hadn’t she thought 
of it before? By holding thoughts of faith 
and love in her mind, she could overcome 
the unhappy situation. Jill didn’t know how 
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it would happen, but somehow it would be 
changed, she was sure of that now. That 
was what Mother had been trying to say in 
the morning when she had suggested that 
Jill count her blessings on the way to school. 

Tears were dried and there was a con- 
fident smile on Jill's face by the time Miss 
Princely unlocked the door and the other 
children streamed in from recess. 

That evening after school Jill washed her 
blouse, added a little starch to give .it e 
newer look, and pressed her blue skirt. “I 
think I'll shampoo my hair and set it in 
the most becoming way I can,” she decided. 
“I may not have pretty things as some girls 
have, but I'll try not to let it break my heart. 
From now on I'll just say Hello to the others 
and go on about my own business. If they 
don’t want to associate with me, they don’t 
have to. But I’m not going to hate them for 
it. I'll do what the Bible says to do. I'll pray 
for them.” 

Jill talked to herself while she set her hair, 
then prepared a wholesome evening meal. 
She wasn’t fully convinced that happiness 
would be hers, but she kept trying to think 
thoughts of faith and courage. 

At six o'clock her mother came home 
tired. A happy smile came into her eyes as 
she looked at the delicious steaming food 
being carried to the table by her daughter. 
The boys seemed to appreciate, too, the 
extra dish she had prepared, and the special 
dessert. Just before bedtime Mother said to 
Jill, “You've worked a miracle today.” 

“I hope so,” the girl replied, and kissed 
her mother good night. 

The next day Jill was almost late for the 
bus. She had taken time to wash dishes and 
straighten up the living room before leaving 
the house. “I’m going to surprise Mother by 
doing the washing after school,” she chuckled 
to herself. “I hope I have time to cook sup- 
per again, too. Mother looked so rested and 
pretty this morning. I’m so glad I was able 
to do some of the work for her last night.” 

She lifted her head as she walked up th 
steps, as if the dress she was wearing wal 
a royal robe instead of the same old drab 
thing she had had on yesterday. Jill smiled 
at Miss Princely and her nearby classmates 
as she went to her desk. 

Recess came, but instead of trying to join 
the other girls, who usually shunned her, 
she greeted them with a merry Hello and 
walked over to a group of younger children 

To page 21 
































HENEVER we think of swimming we 

usually think of water. When we think 
of animals that swim we usually think of 
fish. Down in central Florida, however, there 
is an interesting little creature that is an 
expert at swimming, but is not a fish. And 
instead of swimming in water it swims in 
sand. Neoseps, the sand swimmer, is its 
name, and it is really a small lizard. It is 
seldom any larger around than a pencil or 
any longer than a crayon. 

Most people, even the scientists, seldom 
have had a chance to observe this lizard 
close up. Only about 150 of them have ever 
been found. They seem to live only in the 
sand near any of the many fresh-water lakes 
of central Florida. None of them has ever 
been seen on top of the ground. Each lizard 
found was caught while either “swimming” 
through the sand or while curled up asleep 
under a fallen log. 

Neoseps gets its nickname, sand swimmer, 
from the way it folds its tiny front legs 





By LESTER E. HARRIS, Jr. 


He Swims in Sand 


against its body, waves its tail from side to 
side, and shoves itself with its small hind 
legs forward through the sand just as though 
it were actually swimming in water. 

Neoseps’ body is the same size from the 
tip of its nose to the end of its tail, so that 
it is hard to tell where the body ends and 
the tail begins. The eyes are so tiny that 
they are almost invisible, and each one is 
covered by a transparent scale that keeps out 
the grains of sand through which it “swims.” 
Neoseps’ nose is long and pointed, hanging 
out over the lower jaw, so that it acts as a 
plow to open up a pathway through the 
sand. The front legs are tiny pointed things 
with no feet. The hind legs are slightly 
larger, but have only two toes on each foot. 
The whole lizard is almost exactly the same 
color as the sand. 


Since the tail is so large and fat, scientists 
think that food is probably stored in it in 
much the same way that food is stored in the 
Gila monster's tail. Whenever a sand swim- 
mer has been found and its stomach cut 
open, it has contained nothing but termites. 
The lizard probably gets these in large quan- 
tities from the rotten logs under which it 
burrows. 

Another interesting thing about Neoseps 
is what happens to its eggs after they are 
laid. Usually only one egg is laid, but occa- 
sionally there are two. At the time of lay- 
ing, the eggs are almost as big around as the 
lizard and about one-half inch long. Then 
the eggs amazingly swell up to three times 
their original size by absorbing water from 
the air. The water keeps the tiny lizard from 
drying out as it develops inside the shell. 

By giving it special eggs, eyes, and tail, 
God provided Neoseps what it needed. Just 
so, He will surely provide for us. 
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IT'S TIME TO PLAN FOR 


SUMMER CAMP 


pe nearly time to start packing for sum- 
mer camp! 

How's your swimming suit? Is it big 
enough for you this year—or will you need 
another? Better check. There will be lots 
of swimming at summer camp. 

How about a flashlight? You'll need one 
for sure to get to campfire and back. 

And can you make your own bed? Even 
the boys make their beds at camp. It might 
be a good idea to ask Mother to let you 
make your bed at home every morning from 
now to camptime so you'll be sure to know 
how—if you don’t know already. Better yet. 
Ask her to show you how to put the sheets 
and blankets on right, from the mattress up 
—and then practice this several times when 
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PATHFINDER 





the sheets have to be changed. Campers who 
know how to make their beds are much 
happier than the ones who don’t. 

And be sure to turn your application in 
right away. You can probably get applica- 
tion blanks from your church school teacher, 
or from the pastor or Sabbath school leader. 
If you haven't got enough money yet, hustle 
around and earn some. Summer camp time 
is nearly here—and oh, what fun you'll have! 

These pictures show what a good time the 
campers had at Tar Hollow last year. That’s 
the camp in Ohio, and it was directed by 
Elder Warren N. Wittenberg. The camp in 
your conference will be just as much fun. 
So— 

Start planning for summer camp—NOW! 


Flag-raising ceremonies begin another day of fun at summer camp. Will you be there this year? 
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Sabbath morning . . . and campfire. 
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BRINGING UP MISCHIEVOUS DAN 





HE excitement around the Mathewses’ 

neighborhood was growing into a fever 
pitch. Every boy was making a soapbox 
“pug” for the races down the big hill to 
Puget Sound. It was really nothing interna- 
tional or even State- or county-wide, but ev- 
eryone locally between the ages of ten and 
fifteen knew about it. Dan was busy work- 
ing with John and Harold making a bug 
that was to be the bug of all bugs. 

What they wanted was a rocket-shaped 
racer that would roll faster than anything on 
wheels. They pounded and hammered, sawed 
and oiled bearings, and gradually the Rocket, 
as it was called, took shape. Dan realized 
it would have been nearly impossible with- 
out the help of the older boy, Harold. John 
was rather slow with tools, but he gave good 
moral support. Dan, on the other hand, 
worked fast, but made so many mistakes 
that Harold insisted he stay away while the 
finishing touches were made. 

“Now you fumblers stay your distance 
while I get these wheels adjusted,” com- 
manded Harold. 

Dan and John stepped back. Their feel- 
ings ordinarily would have been hurt, but 
with the important job at hand it really 
didn’t matter. 

“Harold knows his stuff all right,” nodded 
John. 

Dan grunted his approval. He still had 
a strong recollection of the time Harold had 
been instrumental in getting him wet and 
finally burning his pants,* but all was for- 
given now. Besides, who wanted to remem- 
ber something like that when such impor- 
tant items as racing with bugs were in the 
air? 


* For this story see “‘The Burned Pants’ in JUNIOR 
GUIDE, May 26, 1954. 
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DAN SHOWS OF 


Spy JAN S. DOWARD * 


Harold rose and stood back to look at the 
Rocket. “She’s a fine one,’ he muttered half 
to himself. 

“Do you think,” asked Dan expectantly, 
“that she'll outrace Wally Parkhurst’s bug?” 

“Naturally,” Harold boasted. “You don’t 
think I'd build anything that'd come in sec- 
ond, do you?” 

This seemed satisfactory to both Dan and 
John. The next thing was to get the Rocket 
on the road and try it out. Dan was dele- 
gated to be chief driver, as he was the small- 
est and could fit into the cockpit the best. 
This delighted Dan, and he swelled with 
pride to think that he was to be the driver 
of the famous Rocket. 

“Hold her steady to the 
center now while John and 
I give a big push,” in- 
structed Harold. 

A mighty heave, and the 
Rocket shot down the gen- 
tle slope in front of Dan’s 
house. To be sure it rolled 
better than any bug yet to 
appear in the neighbor- 
hood. Now to try it down 
the steep hill on 132d 
Street. The boys took turns 
riding on the gradual in- 
cline to the big hill. Stop- 
ping at the top, they rested 
and talked over plans for 
racing. 

“This is the best hill in 
the country,” said John as 
he looked down the long 
twisting road ahead. 

“Not only the best, but 
by far the steepest,” added 
Dan. “Just wait until I 





The “Rocket” was ou 
and dropped out of 
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take her around that banked corner near the 
bottom. I'll be doing eighty.” 

Dan tried the hill first, with John and 
Harold running as fast as they could behind 
to watch Dan take the corners. It was thrill- 
ing to watch, and before the evening was 
over every boy had had several chances to 
prove his driving ability. They were sure that 
no one had a racer as fast as the Rocket, 
and it was with confidence that Dan began 
to brag to the other children gathering on 
the hill to watch. Of course Harold and John 
needed no encouragement in boasting either, 
and it was soon known by all within three 
blocks that the Rocket was the best. It so 


cket” was out of control. It swerved, careened into the brush, 


pped out of sight. There were three screams, then silence! 
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happened that there was not another racer 
around to prove the point at the time. 

The next afternoon, however, brought sev- 
eral contenders to challenge the Rocket. Even 
Wally Parkhurst was there with his sleek 
racer. It looked more like a factory-built 
job than any of the rest, and always gave 
the Rocket a good run in every try down 
132d Street. Nevertheless Dan, Harold, and 
John were confident they could finish far 
ahead even if their bug had lost a few times. 
Several trials were run, and then it came 
time for the final race. 

“All set?” called Dan from his cockpit. 

“All set,” chorused John and Harold. 

The boys pushing Wally’s bug to the 
white chalk mark nodded too. Their own 
private rules permitted a big push to a 
designated line and then the bugs were to 
roll free. 

“Ready——Go!” 

The two were even as they started out, 
but gradually the Rocket moved ahead. 
Faster and faster they went. Now they were 
nearing the first turn. SWISH! Around the 
corner and down the steep second grade. 
This was a hill all right. The Rocket was at 
least one length in front now. The final 
banked corner came up fast. Dan leaned 
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Broken Glass in 


the Ditch 


KKEKEKS 


By VIRGINIA BURNETT \/ 


HE twelve o'clock whistle blew! There was 

a mad dash through the narrow door of 
the schoolroom as the children rushed out- 
side. School -was over for the day. Jean and 
Virginia emerged from the swarming mass 
and skipped up the hill toward home. 

A little town lay between the school and 
their house. The dime store beckoned to the 
girls as they passed its inviting doors. The 
girls slipped inside and hurried from coun- 
ter to counter looking at all the pretty things. 
There were dolls with beautiful yellow and 
blue dresses, color books, candies, and, oh, 






























so many nice things. But they could only 
look and wish, for neither had a penny. 

Another whistle blew! It startled them 
back to reality, for that meant it was twelve- 
thirty. And they must be home by one 
o'clock. Quickly they rushed out the door, 
pigtails flying straight behind them. Down 
the hill, across the street, over the bridge, 
and up another hill they ran, then walked 
and ran again. 

Soon they saw the alley, and just two 
houses down was Grandma's house. They 
always left their books there each day and 
picked them up in the morning. 

Grandma came out of the back door just 
as the girls ran into the yard. She had been 
waiting for them. Putting cookies into each 
girl’s hand, she told them to hurry on home. 

Minutes later they were nearing the 
grocery store. At the same instant they no- 
ticed that the ditch beside the road was full 
of water. It looked cool, especially on such 
a hot and dusty day. The girls knew they 
were not supposed to go barefooted yet, but 
Virginia argued that Mother would never 
know if they waded for only a little while, 
then put their shoes on again. Jean was 
strongly tempted, but was too scared to wade. 
Not so Virginia. She pulled her shoes off and 
stepped into the water. 

She splashed merrily along for a few min- 
utes, then suddenly stopped. She hadn’t seen 
that ugly piece of glass on the bottom of 
the ditch, and had stepped right on it. How 
she hated that water 
then! She started to cry, 
and at once Jean rushed 
over and helped her out. 
There was a large cut in 
her foot, and it was bleed- 
ing badly. She shouldn’t 
walk on it, but she must 
get home, and there was 
no other way to get there. 

With each painful step, 
Virginia became more 
worried. What would 


she have to stay home 
instead of going on the 
trip to Tennessee, which 
they were planning? If 

To page 17 


Suddenly Virginia lifted her 
foot in pain. She hadn’t seen 
the glass under the water. 
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GAUGE BLOCK 
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From page 14 


only she had obeyed! Painfully she limped 
along the dusty road. 

The one o'clock whistle blew. There was 
still one more hill to climb before they 
reached home. They hurried as much as they 
could, and finally reached the gate. 

Mother came around the corner of the 
house just then to see why the girls were 
not home yet. At a glance she took in the 
situation. 

Within seconds Virginia found herself sit- 
ting on the edge of the back porch, to which 
Mother had tenderly lifted her. Hurrying, 
Mother brought from the kitchen a wash- 
basin, some warm water, and cloths to use 
for bandages. 

Carefully she washed off the mass of blood, 
gravel, and dust that had collected on the 
foot. “Why did you disobey me, dear?” she 
asked kindly. 

“I don’t really know, Mother, except the 
water looked so nice and cool, and I was 
so hot that I just wanted to wade,” Virginia 
said between sniffles. 

“How can you go with us on the trip 
now? You won't be able to wear your shoe, 
you know,” said Mother, as she finished wash- 
ing the cut. 

“But can’t I go even if I can’t wear my 
shoe?” Virginia asked, half afraid to hear 
the answer. 

Mother looked up as she finished tying the 
bandage on. “Yes, I think you can.” 

Virginia’s face brightened. “Oh, thank you, 
Mother, and I'll never wade in the ditch 
again.” 

Virginia went on the trip, but she was 
not allowed to forget about her disobedience. 
The bandaged foot was a constant reminder. 
She couldn’t use her shoe for three weeks, 
and she still wears, on the bottom and side 
of her right foot, a very ugly scar. 


Adventures in Bintulu 
From page 5 


When their eyes had adjusted after the 
glare outside, they made out the furnish- 
ings of the hut. They were simple indeed, 
a couple of mats on one side of the room, a 
clay stove at the other side, with a rice 
pot and an iron frying skillet shaped like 
half a sphere. 

In the midst of this darkened room sat a 
little old Malay woman shaking like a leaf 


and looking with bright beady eyes at the 
strange visitors who had come into her house. 

Daddy knelt down beside her and took her 
hand in his. He marked the large swelling 
on the left side of her thin body and the 
yellow appearance of her eyes. “Open my 
satchel,” he directed Robert. 

From the satchel he took some of the bit- 
ter medicine, quinine, and prepared it for 
the old lady to drink. She understood what 
it was, and drank it eagerly. 

“Where does the bitter medicine come 
from?” the old man asked. 

“It comes from trees in the island of Gutta 
Percha,” Daddy told him. 

“No, I don’t mean that. I want to know 
who sent you to this village to bring med- 
icine to the people.” 

“It is the God of heaven sent us here,” 
Daddy explained. “We also worship the God 
of heaven, whom you call Tuhan Allah. We 
do not eat the pig. We do not drink the 
liquor. We do not smoke the tobacco. We 
are clean people, but we also worship the 
Son of Tuhan Allah, whose name is Jesus.” 

The old man pondered over this a long 
time. “You must be very clean people,” he 
finally said. “I can see by your white skins 
that you are clean from the inside to the 
outside. I will hear more of this matter.” 

After promising to come back with more 
medicine that afternoon, Daddy and Robert 
prepared to leave. 

“Maybe he would know where the carved 
boat came from,” Robert whispered to 
Daddy. 

“Look, friend,” Daddy questioned the old 
man, “do you know anyone in this village 
who carves boats out of wood?” 

“There are several,” he replied, “but I 
think the one I saw on your veranda was 
made by Pongol. He is a bad man. Do not 
buy his boats. They will bring you trouble.” 

“But he didn’t try to sell it to us. We just 
found it on our veranda,” Robert insisted. 

“Never mind, Little Master, he is trying 
to sell it to you. Wait and see. His boats 
always bring bad luck. Don’t buy it.” 

Then the old Malay squatted down in the 
shade of his hut and drew out his pouch of 
betel nut and began to roll himself a quid. 

Daddy and Robert walked home through 
the village, talking about the carved boat 
and why it should bring bad luck and re- 
marking on what a peculiar way this un- 
known Pongol had of selling his wares. 


(To be continued ) 
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The Angel and My Music Exam 
From page 3 


it would be in theory. I was quite willing, 
to take it—provided it didn’t come on Sab- 
bath. As I said to Mrs. Mascarhanes many 
times, we don’t work on Sabbath or do 
our own pleasure, because God has said it 
is a very special day for worshiping Him 
and remembering that He created the world 
in six days. 

The trouble is that every time I tell her 
that she starts in all over again to explain 
that for years and years the examination has 
been given at the same time all over the 
British Empire, so it will be fair for every- 
one, and she tells me that theory, though it 
may not be so interesting now, is important 
for everyone who hopes to play the piano 
really well. 

“Yes, Mrs. Mascarhanes,” I say, “I want 
to take the examination, too, and I'll study 
as hard as I can; then if I can’t take it because 
it is given on Sabbath, I'll still know the 
theory.” 

“But, Florene, you don’t understand. You 
have already passed the practical examina- 
tion for juniors with honors, and you are 
only ten years old. You have every chance 
of winning a scholarship, but in order to 
qualify for it you must also pass the theory 
examination.” 

Last week she said, “Listen, Florene, you 
must take the examination. So on the exam- 
ination day you get up a little earlier than 
usual and go to church early. Then when 
examination time comes, you leave and go 
to the examination hall. You are already 
playing for your Sabbath school and Mis- 
sionary Volunteer meetings, so when you 
do something that will improve your music 
for God's worship I am sure He will be 
pleased, even if it is on the Sabbath.” 

“She is such a nice teacher and really 
wants to help me,” I thought as I walked 
past the crippled man squatting on the side- 
walk mending shoes. “I wonder how I can 
make her understand just how important 
Sabbath really is.” 

Suddenly a handful of rocks whizzed past 
me, and the servant woman who was taking 
me to my lesson stopped quickly, then 
grabbed my arm to hurry me past the ragged 
little boys who were sitting on the opposite 
sidewalk throwing stones at us and laugh- 
ing boisterously. There was a swish, but no 
stones, and as I turned to look back toward 


the mischievous boys I saw a person in a 
glowing dress walking beside me. It looked 
just as I imagined an angel might look. The 
servant tugged at my arm and urged me to 
walk even faster, but there were no more 
stones and no more rude laughter. Soon the 
person dressed in shining light had dis- 
appeared, and we were at the gate of the 
music teacher's compound. 

“Do come in, Florene,” she said as she 
opened the door. “I have such wonderful 
news for you.” Her face was beaming. “You 
may take the theory examination on Monday 
instead of Saturday.” 

“On Monday instead of Saturday?” I asked 
weakly. 

“Yes, on Monday. Long ago I wrote to 
London to find out if the day could be 
changed. I was sure it couldn’t, but just today 
a letter came saying you can have your exam- 
ination on Monday. O Flcrene, I'm so happy 
for you.” 

“I'm happy and thankful, too,” I told her 
as I sat down at the piano and opened my 
music books. I wasn’t thinking much about 
theory examinations and scholarships. I was 
happy knowing for myself that the Lord 
helps us when we are determined to do what 
is right. 


Dan Shows Off 
From page 13 


hard to the left, and the Rocket shot ahead 
to finish by a good two and a half lengths. 

He was fairly bursting with pride as he 
stepped out of the cockpit. Wally looked 
rather crestfallen, and if Dan had been any 
kind of sport, he would have complimented 
his opponent on a good race. Instead, there 
was a barrage of boasting and ridicule that 
made Wally pull his bug slowly up the hill 
without saying a word. It was hard to lose, 
but it was certainly harder for Dan to win. 
Poor sportsmanship never makes for fun or 
friends, but Dan and his companions had 
never learned this. 


“Who won?” shouted Harold as he ran 
breathlessly around the corner to meet Dan 
coming back up. 


“I did, of course. We have the best racer 
and I’m the best driver.” 


When they reached the top of the hill 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


if you want pen pals, write to some of these boys and 
girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Thelma Moran, age 12. P.O. Box 157, Arthurdale, 
West Virginia, U.S.A. Hobbies: playing the piano, 
collecting scenic post cards. 

Sherrie Moran, age 10. P.O. Box 157, Arthurdale, 
West Virginia, U.S.A. Hobby: collecting poems. 

Barbara Nakama, age 11. 2526 Gardenia Street, 
Honolulu, Hawaii. Hobby: collecting stamps. Espe- 
cially wants letters from Egypt, Africa, Alaska, and 
the United States. 

Margaret Gibbs, age 11. R.D. 1, Cortland, New 
York, U.S.A. Hobby: reading. 

Glenn Lawrence Sands, age 9. 68 Main Street, 
Bible Hill, Truro, Nova Scotia, Canada. Hobbies: 
horseback riding, hiking, collecting postcards, stamps, 
and pictures, bicycling, ice skating, roller skating. 

Carol Ann Smith, age 15. Box 285, Mather, Penn- 
sylvania, U.S.A. Hobbies: playing the piano, skating, 
reading. 

Lanitta Harden, age 13. 52-C Marine View Ter- 
race, Eureka, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: collect- 
ing autographs and photographs, playing the piano, 
baking. Especially wants letters from Egypt. 

Cheryl Harrom, age 10. Bloomfield, Nebraska, 
U.S.A. Hobbies: playing the piano, reading, stamp 
collecting. 

Daniel Schwartz, Jr., age 9. Box 173, Bloomfield, 
Nebraska, U.S.A. Hobbies: bicycling, reading, stamp 
collecting. 

Joy Oberkramer, age 13. 2058 South Pecos, Den- 
ver, Colorado, U.S.A. Hobbies: music, reading, swim- 
ming, roller skating, collecting stamps. 

Joyce Montgomery, age 13. Box 1515, White 
Salmon, Washington, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting 
rocks, bicycling. 

Jean Schmidt, age 13. Box A, Avon Park, Florida, 
U.S.A. Hobbies: swimming, hiking, reading, writing, 
collecting stamps, roller skating, cooking, sewing. 

Bonnie Lee Wheatley, age 12. 1294 Norman Road, 
Colton, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: horseback riding, 
bicycling, swimming, painting. 

Carol Bates, age 15. Box 77, Newbury Park Acad- 
emy, Newbury Park, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: 
stamp collecting, painting, drawing, writing stories. 
Especially wants letters from Philippines and England. 

Pat Jameson, age 16. Box 77, Newbury Park Acad- 
emy, Newbury Park, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: 
drawing, reading, painting. 

Judy Krein, age 12. Box 63, McClusky, North 
Dakota, U.S.A. Hobbies: cooking, swimming, singing, 
playing the clarinet. 

Sandra Lanaville, age 12. Route 1, Carney, Michi- 
gan, U.S.A. Hobbies: roller skating, ice skating. 
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all the spectators could hear was the loud 
boasting of Harold, John, and especially Dan. 
Wally turned to go home, but Dan threw 
out a challenge that stopped him dead still. 

“TH tell you what, Wally Parkhurst,” 
smirked Dan haughtily, “all three of us’ll ride 
the Rocket and still beat you to the last 
corner.” 

“Take him up on it,” someone shouted. 
Others chorused their approval. 

This really would be a race with a capital 
R. The three got their heads together and 
consulted about seating arrangement. Every- 
body laughed as Harold straddled the hood 
and John sat atop the back end. 

“What you fellows need is a covered 
wagon,” laughed Wally. 

“You just wait until we finish first and 
then make your smart remarks,” Dan shouted. 

There was much bragging about the fa- 
mous Rocket even after the race got under- 
way. Harold kept calling names to Wally as 
the two bugs rushed toward the steepest 
part. John, however, had no time for any- 
thing but keeping his perch. He was defi- 
nitely receiving some very brutal treatment 
with the constant bouncing, but he some- 
how managed to stay on even around corners. 

“I should—have—brought—ouch—a pil- 
low,” he screamed in Dan’s ear. 

Dan was too busy to answer, but he could 
well imagine. Whatever made him make a 
challenge like this anyway? He could barely 
see the road, with Harold’s big head in the 
way, and it was twice as hard to hold the 
wheel steady with so much extra weight. 
The Rocket was doing more weaving than 
anything else. 

Several times Dan barely missed colliding 
with Wally’s bug in their mad dash down 
hill. The two bugs were approaching the 
last corner now, with Wally far in the lead. 
Dan began leaning to the left as usual, but 
Harold was counteracting this movement al- 
together, and poor John well, John’s 
movement was more or less on the up and 
down order. Dan pulled hard to the left, but 
the great Rocket was zigging when it should 
have been zagging. It headed straight for the 
opposite side. “Hang on, we're going into 
the brush!” shrieked Dan. 

Naturally Harold did not need any in- 
formation about that. He could well see the 
tall nettles and thorn bushes at the side of 
the road. It really was happening so fast that 
none of the boys realized the real danger, 
for right at the side of the road, hidden by 

















the thick foliage, was a deep drainage ditch. 
The Rocket, true to its name, careened into 

the brush and dropped out of sight. 
There was one huge crash, three screams, 
and that was all. The Rocket was no more. 
Harold was scratched from head to toe, 
Dan’s knees were terribly bruised from the 
fall, and John received a good kink in his 
neck when he rammed his head into Dan’s 
lap. It was all so miserable, but the boys 
) | @: receive some lessons in pride that aft- 
rnoon. It took a deep five-foot drainage 
ditch to do it, but the Bible verse that says 
pride goes before a fall was learned by 
heart for the rest of their lives. They would 

never forget. 


The Girl Everyone Snubbed 
| From page 8 
who were standing around. “How would you 
like to play drop the handkerchief?” she 
inquired. 

The excited little faces promptly told her. 
Just then Holly stood beside her. 

“What are you doing, Jill?” Holly asked. 

“I thought I'd start a game for these chil- 
dren.” 

“Let me help,” Holly laughed. “I still like 
to play games.” 

It wasn’t long before others of different 
ages joined the fun. However, Jill noticed 
that Sheila and Berta stood aloof, whisper- 
ing together. But now she didn’t care. 

At noon, some time after that, Miss 
Princely asked Jill to stay a moment. “A 
friend called me last evening,” she told her. 
“She has a niece who has outgrown a com- 
plete wardrobe of expensive clothes: dresses, 
shoes, everything. They should fit you. 
Would you like to have them? The girl 
lives in another town, so nobody at school 
would ever know about it.” 

Jili clasped her hands in delight. “O Miss 
Princely! Would I! Yes, indeed.” 

* Miss Princely smiled. “I thought so. That 


is why I asked her to bring them. There are 
several large boxes for you in the back of 
my car. I'll take you and your brothers home 
after school.” 

“Thank you very, very much. But please 
say that you will stay for supper.” 

Miss Princely consented with a nod. 

Jill's new wearing apparel was lovelier 
than anything she had hoped for. There were 
dresses of all colors and materials, cut from 
the finest fabric, with important labels at- 
tached. The slippers were dainty and shiny 
new, and fit perfectly. There were a couple 
of pretty jackets and several new skirts, 
blouses, and sweaters. 

“It’s just like a dream,” she told her bed- 
room walls when she was alone. “I can 
hardly believe all these beautiful things are 
mine. 

She sat down on the foot of the bed and 
gazed at the rainbow of colors hanging in 
the closet. “And what’s more, Miss Princely 
told me that the woman who gave them to 
her said that from time to time she would 
see that I have a new dress for church. She 
doesn’t have a daughter, and wants to do 
something nice for somebody. Oh, I’m so 
glad that Miss Princely told her about me.” 

Jill hopped up and went to the closet 
door. “What dress shall I wear tomorrow?” 
Again she gazed at the dresses. “This pretty 
pink broadcloth with white lace collar will 
do,” she decided at last. 

Mrs. Dilman smiled at Jill from the door- 
way. “Are you happy tonight? The Lord 
has been very good to us.” 

Jill returned the smile. “Yes, Mother. And 
I shall not forget it. And I’ve thought of 
something else, too. Just because I’ve got 
pretty clothes now, I’m not going to be 
snobbish. I’m going to be just as friendly to 
girls with shabby clothes as I wanted them 
to be with me when I had to wear those 
horrid old things I hated so much!” 
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Vill—Christ Prophesies the Signs of the Times 


(MAY 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Lesson Text: Matthew 24:1-14. 


Memory Verse: “Therefore be ye also ready: 
for in such an hour as ye think not the Son 
of man cometh” (Matthew 24:44). 


Guiding Thought 


Jesus Christ is many things to us. We think 
of Him first as our loving Saviour, who died to 
save us from death and to give us life. But He is 
more than that. He is our High Priest, pleading 
for us in the heavenly court. He is our king, pre- 
paring for us and preparing us for the perfect king- 
dom soon to be established. He is our teacher, 
through His Word teaching us the only principles 
by which we can live good, useful, happy lives and 
prepare for eternity. But He is more even than 
these. He is the true prophet. It was from His 
lips that the Gospel writers learned of the com- 
ing destruction of Jerusalem and of the greater 
destruction of the whole earth. It was Christ who 
painted in word pictures the signs that point out 
the time of His coming. In our lesson this week 
let us see how Christ, as the world’s greatest 
prophet, lights the way for us today. 


SUNDAY 
Christ Prophesies His Second Coming 


1. With what promise did Jesus calm the fears 
of His disciples after He had told them of His 
coming departure? (John 14:1-3.) 


NoTE.—"When the Saviour was about to be 
separated from His disciples, He comforted them 
in their sorrow with the assurance that He would 
come again: ‘Let not your heart be troubled. 

In My Father's house are many mansions. . . 

I go to prepare a place for you. And if I go and 
prepare a place for you, I will come again, and 
receive you unto Myself.’ ‘The Son of man shall 
come in His glory, and all the holy angels with 
Him. Then shall He sit upon the throne of His 
glory: and before Him shall be gathered all na- 
tions.” —The Great Controversy, p. 301. 

2. What did He tell us about the exact time 
of His Second Advent? (Matt. 24:36.) 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 21, paragraph 1. 
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MONDAY 


Jesus Tells How We Shall Know His Coming 

Is Near 

3. Although Jesus said that none would know 
the day nor the hour of the Second Advent, He 
told His disciples that when they saw certain 
events and conditions they would know His com- 
ing was near. What signs did He tell them to 
look for? (Luke 21:25-27.) 

4. What striking events in particular tell us 
that His coming is very near? (Matt. 24:29, 30.) 

NOTE.—These signs in the sun, moon, and 
stars took place over one hundred years ago. On 
May 19, 1798, the sun mysteriously refused to 
shed its light on the earth. The following night 
the moon took on a blood-red color never seen 
before, and on the night of November 13, 1833, 
the stars were seen to fall like figs from a tree 
shaken by the wind. These signs in no uncertain 
way mark the time of Christ’s Advent as near, 
“even at the doors.” 


5. What did Christ tell us to do when we see 
these signs and the conditions of unrest and 
disturbance all over the world? (Luke 21:28.) 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 631, 
paragraph 2; p. 632, paragraphs 1, 2. 


TUESDAY 
Christ Tells of the Spread of the Gospel 


6. What is one of the signs in the religious 
world that shows that the world is getting ready 
aol Christ’s Second Advent? (Matt. 24:14.) 


. What commission given to Christ’s disciples 
is tie carried out today by those who look 
for His appearing? (Matt. 28:19.) 

8. Who, according to Christ’s promise, would 
help in the carrying out of the work of the 
gospel? (Acts 1:8.) 

Nore.—After Christ's ascension the little group 
of disciples went out into all the world and 
preached the good news of the gospel, and Chris- 
tianity took root in many lands. But for centuries 
after this giving of the gospel to the world, mis- 
sionary work in heathen lands was unknown. At 
the dawn of the last century, however, a mission- 
ary movement began again, and now there is 
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scarcely a country or island that does not have 
a knowledge of this last message for a world that 
is nearly at an end. 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 111, paragraph 1. 


WEDNESDAY 


Christ’s Prophecies Help Us Get Ready for His 
Advent 


9. To what critical time in the world’s history 
did Jesus compare these times of waiting for His 
Advent? (Matt. 24:37-39.) 


NOTE.—"How was it in Noah's day? ‘God saw 
that the wickedness of man was great in the earth, 
and that every imagination of the thoughts of his 
heart was only evil continually.’ (Gen. 6:5.) The 
inhabitants of the antediluvian world turned from 
Jehovah, refusing to do His holy will. They fol- 
lowed their own unholy imagination and _ per- 
verted ideas. It was because of their wickedness 
that they were destroyed; and today the world is 
following the same way. It presents no flattering 
signs of millennial glory. The transgressors of 
God's law are filling the earth with wickedness. 
Their betting, their horse racing, their gambling, 
their dissipation, their lustful practices, their un- 
tamable passions, are fast filling the world with 
violence.” —The Desire of Ages, p. 633. 


10. In order to teach us to be always on the 
alert, to what did Christ compare the sudden- 
ness of His coming? (Verses 42-44.) 


11. What parable is a prophecy of the pre- 
paredness of some and the unpreparedness of 
others in the last days? (Matt. 25:1-13.) 


For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 
p. 414, paragraphs 1-3. 
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THURSDAY 
Christ Tells Us to Decide Now for His Kingdom 


12. What did Christ tell us will take place 
at His second coming? (Matt. 25:31-34.) 


13. What parable illustrates the final separa- 
tion of the good and the evil? (Matt. 13:24-30, 
38-40.) 


NOTE.—"The tares are permitted to grow 
among the wheat, to have all the advantage of sun 
and shower; but in the time of harvest ye shall 
‘return, and discern between the righteous and 
the wicked, between him that serveth God and 
him that serveth Him not.’ Christ Himself will 
decide who are worthy to dwell with the family 
of heaven. He will judge every man according to 
his words and his works. Profession is as nothing 
in the scale. It is character that decides destiny.” 
—Christ’s Object Lessons, p. 74. 


For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, pp. 
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FRIDAY 


PUT A CHECK MARK beside the parables Christ 
told in order to help us today to prepare for His 
Advent: 


The wedding feast 

The good Samaritan 

The lost sheep 

The tares and the wheat 

The thief that came suddenly 
The hidden treasure 

The ten virgins 

The prodigal son 

The great supper 

The lost coin 

The fig tree 

Building on the rock and on the sand 
The pearl of great price 









The finger of prophecy points 
to signs which show that Jesus 
will soon be here. Will you be 


ready to meet Him on that day? 


MAY 11, 1955 / 23 





WELL-KNOWN ARTISTS—2 





HE GAVE: 
ASOUL 
TO PAINTING 





‘ APLLAEL, 


Rie WAS AVERY POPULAR, 

— PROFICIENT ARTIST: » HE IS FAMOUS 

FOR HIS BEAUTIFUL MADONNAS ANO 

FOR HiS SCENES FROM THE SCRIPTURES, 

PAINTED ON THE WALLS OF THE VATICAN, 

IN ROME.» WE CHANGED HIS STYLE OFTEN RQ 
ANO LBARNED MORE ABOUT PAINTING-INA Wz APHAEL WAS A HANDSOME. 
YEAR THAY MOST PAINTERS = aie AND CHARMING YOUTH: >LEPT AN 
_ COULD IN A CENTURY « "= ORPHAN AT AN BARLY AGE, HB WAS 
T AM STILL LEARNING’, HE lo ALWAYS IN THE COMPANY OF DISTi 
WEOTOSAY,RGHT UPTO =o» : GUISHED SCHOLARS AND ARTISTS -HE * 
WIS DEATH, ALTHOUGH S REMAINED SINCERELY MODEST AND 
ALQEAQY FAMOUS - nh WAS LIKEO BY BVERYOMR - - - 


"BORN 1483 IN URBINO, ITALY—DIED 1520 IN ROME, ITALY 

















/ Reprinted by permission from Illustrated Minute Biographies by Samuel Nisenson and Wil- 
liam A. DeWitt, copyright 1949 and 1953, published by Grosset & Dunlap, Inc., New York. 
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